of scandal sat down, began as was her habit with a few
saccharine generalities, and then vsettled to the serious
work of blackening our common acquaintances. This
was one of the things Wanda did not care for.

After the gossip had pulled apart half a dozen of our
friends, she tackled a woman as given to slander as she
herself. "A dreadful creature," she said. "We're not on
speaking terms, we hate each other like poison."

"You're right," said Wanda. Then she added, "Both
of you."

O

She had a sense of humor, but I do not remember her
having joked with me. Except once, one afternoon a few
years ago. In the end, with both of us taking part, it
became a very bitter performance. That is why it still
lives so vividly in my mind.

I had been depressed for days. My own state of mind
had grown steadily worse, and then came a swarm of
dreadful news and letters from Budapest. One of my old-
est friends, Dr. George Ruttkay, got a letter saying that
the Hungarian Nazis had murdered his mother, whom he
worshiped. He did not recover from the blow, and never
will. Detailed reports came about two friends of mine
shot by twelve- and fourteen-year-old Nazi thugs. One
was the poet Simon Kemeny, the other Imre Roboz, the
manager of my favorite theater. There was a letter about
a sweet, beautiful, white-haired lady with heart trouble,
a friend of mine, with whom I had been in love at the
age of twenty (fifty years ago) without her know-
ing it, and who was now (1944) herded on foot alongress known to us all for her spiteful loveis a typewritten list
